22.6                    THE    SACRED    FLAME                ACT]

DR. I IARVESTER and MAURICE are playing chess. DR. HAR-
v ESTER is the family doc lor; he is a youngish man^fresh-
cowplexioned and of an open countenance^ fair, clean and
amiable. He wears a dinner jacket. MAURICE is lying on
an invalid bed, in pyjamas and a bed-jacket. He is trim and
neat, with bis hair close-cropped and his face fresh-shaven;
he has a handsome head and bis manner is cbeerjul and even
hearty; but he is very thin,, his cheeks are pale and hollow^ and
his dark eyes look enormous. ]$ut they are constantly smiling
I le gives no sign of being sorry for himself.

There Is a pause while the doctor considers the situation,

MAURICE: \Wifh good-humoured sarcasm.'] Speed is the essence "

of this game, old boy!

HARVESTER: Don't let the brute bully me, Mrs. Tabret.
MRS. TAB RUT:  {Smiling^ I think you're quite capable of

taking care of yourself, Doctor,
MAURICE: If you moved your bishop you'd make things a

bit awkward for me.
HARVESTER:  \lmperturbaUy y considering the game\ When I

want your advice, I'll ask for it.

MAURICE: Mother, is that the way respectable general prac-
titioners talked to their patients in the days of your

far-distant youth?   1
Mas. TABRET: How on earth do you expect poor Nurse

Wayland to read when you never for an instant hold

your tongue? I can't even hear myself tatting.
NUMB: [Looking up for an instant\ with a pleasant smh,] I

don't mind, Mrs. Tabret, don't bother about me.
MAURICE: After listening to my sprightly conversation for

nearly five years Nurse Wayland pays no more attention

to me than if 1 were a deaf mute.
MRS. TABRET: [Dryly.] Who can blame her?
MAURICE: \Cheerily.\ Even when pain and anguish wring

my brow and I swear like fifty thousand troopers I